E. C. DICKINSON (NON-COLL.)
THE APPLE ORCHARD
AN olden book is on my knee, And Italy's sky is shining About the casement of my room Where no sad fool is whining; For love saith sorrow hath no sway, And soul hath no repining.
O make a song upon a day When apple trees are blowing; When maids go courtin' by the May, Eyes sweet where love is showing.
An olden book is on my knee,
Its pages quaintly telling Of clerks and knights and kingly pomp
Alive in summer's dwelling, Where all the bees in haunted glades
Are busy with their singing
O make a song to dance alway When apple trees are blowing; And you drink beer and suck a clay While cocks are loudly crowing. 10